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hundred miles from my mother and father, my sister, and my three
brothers, as he was well aware. I was so enraged by his callousness,
I was so hurt that I burst into tears. Nils's sole concern, as I recall,
was to get me to dry my eyes and to spare him embarrassment in a
public place.
I guess I knew in my heart that if I let him go kiting off by him-
self, it was unlikely the two of us would ever get together again.
Anyhow, I spent that night at my parents* home. Nils treats them
abominably—he treats his own father even worse—but my mother
and dad both stand up for him. My sister and my brothers were
called into the conference at my parents* home that night. Every-
body in my family agreed a wife's place was at her husband's side.
I'm the oldest of the children and pretty much accustomed to get-
ting my own way, but I couldn't hold out against the whole crowd.
Next morning I bought myself a ticket, and a few days later Nils
and I flew West on the same plane. He wasn't overly pleased. If
anything, he was provoked.
I resigned my hospital job, I sacrificed the companionship of my
family and life-long friends because I loved Nils. No other reason.
To this day I dislike California, although we haven't done badly
financially since our move. A year ago we made the down payment
on an attractive, three-bedroom house but our prosperity has
brought no joy to me. Tm deeply grateful for our little boy, but
even with a child in the house there are times I'm almost crazed
with homesickness and loneliness.
Nils's selfishness, his lack of consideration, his coldness have worn
my love for form to a shadow. He shows me no appreciation what-
ever. I regularly did private nursing out here—private nursing is
highly paid but involves back-breaking labor—until he could estab-
lish himself in work he enjoys. He is now one of the top credit
managers for a big finance company. Nine people work under
him. His earnings average $10,000 a year. However, I am still
obliged to take occasional nursing cases so we can pay for luxuries
—his luxuries,
Nils glowers if I mail a birthday gift to my mother or send a pair

